was to burst into tears and cry the whole night.    He
^was so helpless that I couldn't bear to turn him out,
I extended his period of grace for another week, and
from that time, of course, he knew he was a permanency.
I never felt of Vernon as a sponger, though all the
time he was with me I kept him in money, clothes,
food and cigarettes. Perhaps that was because he never
took me for granted and became, as most spongers do,
a mere* lazy mouth. I think he was at least as anxious
to please me as he was to be kept by me. It was im-
possible to quarrel with him, for he would always slip
under your anger with a joke or an irrelevant repartee.
He took Alice's measure at once and answered her back
pertly when she sneered at him, When she left the
flat he would call out after her: "Won't you take the
blankets with you ?" Her borrowings from me stopped
dead while he was there.
No one but one of his men admirers would have
called Vernon good-looking. He was shorter than me
and slim, with small hands and feet. He had the glisten-
ing brown eyes of a pensive cow, plucked eyebrows,
curled eyelashes and a bronzed face whose seaside colour
was carefully maintained with the aid of sun-tan lotion.
His hair, a streaky brown, he had evidently tried to
dye at some time, and he would spend minutes before
the mirror looking for blemishes in his complexion.
When we went out together I insisted that he shouldn't
use paint or powder. 'Tm the prostitute here," I told
him.
He didn't ever reproach me with my profession,
as some ponces do. His attitude was more that of one
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